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WHEN JOE HILL REPORTED "in" at Headquarters at eleven o'clock 
that Monday morning, only a few of his Central Bureau colleagues 
were present in their quarters adjacent to Chief Richard Belden's 
third floor office. He exchanged "goodmornings" and went to his 


See Shaw immediately 


desk where he found a memorandum. It said, 


Shaw was a member of the Homicide Squad. Joe picked up his 
desk 'phone; the operator connected him with Shaw's desk on the 
fourth floor. 

"It's a Prospect Heights job} Shaw told him. "Meet me down in 
front. We'll use my car’ 

They met, got in Shaw's car. It was a beautiful morning, a 
nice morning to be driving out to the nicest section of Oldhaven. 
Shaw shifted gears, said: 

"One of the prowl car boys called Headquarters at nine a. m. 
He said a maid, Alice Crawford, at sixty-six Prospect Heights, re- 
ported she found her employer, Mrs. Martha Welles, dead in the wo- 
man's second floor bedroom. Lieutenant O'Hara took the Squad out 


there and left me at Headquarters, At nine-fifty, the Lieutenant 


‘phoned Inspector Duffy. The Inspector called me and said you and | 
me had a job, That's all I know. Have a good weekend?" 

Joe said, "Caught up on my sleep. Did the Inspector go out to | 
the house?” $ 

"Yeah Shaw replied. "So I guess it's a nasty one’ 

A small, sedate, conservative crowd had collected in front of 
sixty-six Prospect Heights, but the men in uniform weren't having 
any trouble keeping order. The Prospect Heights section-was that 
way? serene, orderly, adamantly in favor of existing institutions. 
Houses along the street were symbols of stability, neat, placed 
well back on the kind of lawns associated with upper-middle-class 
urban communities. The particular house was a two and a half story 
cottage whose exterior was entirely void of color. Its terracotta | 
shingled roof, its weather-boarding, even its brick steps were a 
gleaming white. X 

Joe and Shaw found Inspector Duffy and Homicide Squad Lieuten- 
ant O'Hara in the hall just inside the front door. 

"We've sent for John Welles, the woman's husband O'Hara told 
them. "He's an executive at the Commerce Square Department store 


On the ‘phone, Welles told me his wife was all right when he left 


thirty. She found the body at eight-forty-five stretched across 
the foot of the bed! 


"The back of her head} Duffy said, "had been bashed in with 
É: 


good-size monkey-wrench we found on the floor beside the bed. No 
prints on it. Wiped clean! 
“The maid says the cook ought to be here} O'Hara said, "He's 


due mornings at nine o'clock. Well the cook ain't here’ 
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Duffy said, "He's a Negro--about forty-two years old--named 
Willie Brown’ 

O'Hara who was looking toward the open front door said, "This 
must be the husband now! 

The man coming up the front steps fitted perfectly into the 
Prospect Heights mold. He possessed just the correct air of pros- 
perity, authority, stability. He was in his early forties. He 
was tall. He wore good, conservative clothing. He had dark brown 
hair, pale blue eyes, a "distinctive" chin. His complexion was 
very fair. 

An officer in uniform gestured at Duffy and O'Hara, and the 
man walked toward the group standing in the hall. 

"I'm John Welles! he said. 


Thè Inspector said, "I'm Inspector Duffy. This is Lieutenant 


O'Hara, and Detectives Shaw and Hill’ 

Welles nodded. His eyes lingered a bit on Joe. 

O'Hara said, "Detective Hill's a Central Bureau man. We think — 
your cook is an angle. By the way, Mr. Welles, where is your : 
cook?" 

Welles said, "Willie? Isn't he here?” 

O'Hara didn't answer that. He put a cigarette in his mbuth and H 
looked at Duffy. 2N 

The Inspector said, "Mr. Welles, we'd like you to go up stairs 
with us and identify your wife’ 

Welles said, "Yes. Of course! 

"Please don't put your hands on the railing as we go up} O'Hara 
told Welles. "and don't touch anything--not even a doorknob--up- _ 
stairs’ 


They started up the stairs. 


Duffy said, "Mr. Welles, how'd you get to work this morning?" 
"I ealled a taxi} Welles answered. 
"why?" 


of ‘em work fine’ 


ed. "You've got two cars in your garage. Both 


Welles said, "I was scheduled for an eight-thirty conference 


s morning" 


at the store 


He cut it off right there--as if what he'd said was a complete 


statement in connection with the question involving his use of a 


cab when he had two automobiles at hi 


"Well?" O'Hara said. "Go on, 


Welles! 


Duffy said, "Hold it a minute O'Hara. Tell me, Mr. Welles, what 
door did you use to leave the house?" 

"The front door} Welles replied. 

"Lock it behind you?" Duffy asked. 

"It's on a spring lock} Welles said. 


O'Hara said, "Was that door locked behind you when you left 


house, Mr. Welles?!" 


Welles stopped in his tracks on the stairs and looked at O'Hara 


The Lieutenant's voice had been loud, almost a shout. Detectives 
down in the hall and.on the landing above stopped being busy to 
look at the group of men half way up the flight of stairs. 

Qui 


"Homicide Squad Lieutenant Oscar O'Hara!" 


tly, 'Welles said, "What is your name, sir?" 
"Yes. I remember now} Welles said. "Lieutenant O'Hara’! 
"Now what about that door?" O'Hara said. 


Welles said, "I'm positive that when I left the house this 


morning, the front door was securely locked’ 
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Without further conversation, they went on up the stairs and 


into the room containing the corpse. Dr. Harold Winston, the Medi- 
cal Examiner, and two Homicide Squad detectives were there. The 
room was a glossy reprint of a department store's Sunday news- 
paper's illustrated advertisement of a modern bedroom. The body 
of Mrs. Martha Welles, clad only in a nightgown, lay face up a- | 
cross the foot of the bed. Her tall, slender figure was neither 
Voluptuous nor over-matronly. She had long auburn hair, The star- 
ing: eyes were sea-green. Her complexion was like snow. 

Alive, she, too, had fitted into the Prospect Heights mold. 

Duffy said, "Mr. Welles, how old was your wife?" 

"She was my age Welles said. 


He turned, walked out of the bedroom; in the hall, with Duffy 


and Dr, Winston following close on his heels, he increased his 
pace, obviously heeding for a bathroom. 
Lieutenant O'Hara said, "I don't like Mr. John Welles’ 
Shaw said, "He has a way of answering questions. His way’ 5 
"I don't like him} O'Hara said. "Shaw, you and Joe go on down — 
to the living-room. As soon as he stops being sick, we'll bring 
him there--and let him give us some real answers" 


Staw said, "He'll give answers. His way"! 


BEFORE JOE AND SHAW went back down stairs, they let their k 
practiced professional eyes quickly take in the principal factors 
connected with the scene in the bedroom. There wasn't much blood. | 
What there was of it had been soaked up by the bedding underneat 
the corpse's head where it lay on the edge of the bed. The wrench 
with which the death blow had been struck, was a rather, large im 


strument. It lay on the floor below the woman's head. There wert 


no signs indicating there had been a struggle. 

Joe and Shaw went down stairs, entered the living-room, ‘and 
saw that it was also a detailed replica of a department store's 
lavish Sunday "ad", In a little while, Inspector Duffy and Lieu- — 
tenant O'Hara joined them. d 

"It's clear to me} O'Hara told Duffy, "this guy, Welles, is 
going to make us work to get answers out of him! 

Duffy said, "You don't like the man, do you, O'Hara?" E 

"I don't like him’ the Lieutenant said, "And I want a run down 
on everything about him. For instance, what kind of a big shot is 
he in the Commerce Square Department Store?" 

"Don't you go jumping to conclusions, fellowy Duffy said. "He 
gets under my skin too. But I'm going to keep an open mind, As 
for his connection with the department store--well, we've got 
couple of boys in the Central Bureau who can take care of that. 
Burnett and MacDonald are department store detail specialists. 
They know all the department store dicks’ x 

“Okay. Swell!" O'Hara said. "Put Burnett and MacDonald on 
end of it! ; 

Duffy went to the living-room 'phone, called Headquarters, and 
said the necessary words in connection with the job for Burnett A 
and MacDonald. 

O'Hara looked at Shaw and Joe. "Welles really got sick} he 
said. "Doc Winston is settling his stomach for him. It looked to 
me as if Welles hated like hell to have to show he was the least | 


bit affected by what's happened to his wife. That--I don't under- 


stand! 
"What isn't understandable about.it?" Joe asked. 


O'Hara and Shaw exchanged glances; and Shaw said, "I had ~ 


my eyes on his face all of the little while he was in his wife's 
room. That guy loves that woman. She meant a hell of a lot to him, 
I've seen lots of husbands, wives, parents, children and other 
relatives look at their kin homicide victims. Usually they just 
let go. But this guy, Welles, bottled up his emotion and put in 
the stopper--like doing that, bottling it up, was a religion’ 


"Hmmn-huh} O'Hara agreed. "Like doing it--was his religion? 


JOE WAS NOT SURPRISED, after Welles came into the living-room, 
to see that the man paid him considerable attention. Covertly, 
with even greater care to conceal his annoyance (or was it ani- 
mosity?), John Welles" eyes kept focusing in Joe's direction. Duf- 
fy and O'Hara began using mere words, then gradually and smoothly 
let what they said assume the shape and form of pointed specific 
questions. after they got right down to pertinent facts, O'Hara 
said: 


r 
"Now I want to get a clear picture of this, Mr. Welles’ 


"Yes. Of course you do, Lieutenant} Welles said, 

"You arose this morning at six-forty-fivey O'Hara said. "You 
dressed leisurely. You went to your wife's room. You exchanged 
goodmornings. She accompanied you downstairs. She took up a posi- 
tion with you at a front window. There, together, you waited for 


the taxi-cab you had summoned. The cab arrived a few seconds be- 


fore seven-thirty. You kissed your wife goodbye. When you went out 
of the front door-—-which you locked behind you when you closed it 
--it was seven-thirty. You waved the cab-driver back to his seat. 
You went out to the side-walk, Your next-door neighbor—-a Mr. R. 
3. Waverly, a retired insurance company executive,--was at that 
moment passing in front of your house. Did you say that Mr. Waver- 


ly habitually takes a walk along the side-walk of this street at 


seven-thirty mornings——unless the weather is simply too severe?” 

"That is what I said} Welles replied. 

Duffy said, "You and Waverly met on the sidewalk near the o= 
pen cab door. Then what happened?” 

"I've already told you that} Welles said. 

O'Hara's face assumed the color of an over-ripe tomato. But he 
kept his temper; he even smiled. "As I said before, Mr. Welles, 


we want to get this clear. Mere routine, you know! 


Welles said, "I said goodmorning to Waverly. Waverly said good-| 
morning to me. I turned and waved my hand at my wife who was still 
at the window. Mr. Waverly took off his hat and bowed to my wife? 

"Did you call out to your wife?" OtHara said. "Call out your 
wife's name--or anything like that?” 

Welles thought for several seconds. "Yes. I believe I did. Yes. 
I'm sure I spoke--said something to her! 

"Using her name--say like 'soslong, Martha?--or ‘dear? Or-- Jus 
what dé you call your wife, Mr. Welles?" O'Hara said. 

"I've always addressed her as Martha Welles replied. 

"Now then Duffy said. "The cab driver took you to-=to:where?" | 

"To the Oldhaven Mansion House} Welles answered. 

O'Hara nodded. "Let's see now he said. "I know that's a rather 
exclusive restaurant in the downtown section. About a block away 
from your store, isn't it?” E 

Welles said, "It's approximately that distance away from the 
Cbmmerce Square Department Store! : 

Duffy said, "You looked at your wrist-watch as you entered, 
and it was ten minutes to eight. You had breakfast there. Then 
you walked over to the store. There, you entered by the co-worke 


door--which was the only way into the store at that hour--and to 


the store's main offices. You went to your ow office, left your _ 
hat and coat there, and then went into the--er Excutives' Confer- 
ence Chambers?" 

"We call it that? Welles said. "I believe--when we were all 
present--fourteen of my colleagues, excluding me, were assembled | 
there. That was where I was—in conference--we're launching our- | 
regular one month's anniversary sale next Monday--I say, that was | 
where I was when the Lieutenant's telephone call was switched to = 
me? ; 

"The conference, you say, was unexpected, Mr. Welles?" Duffy 
asked. 

Welles said, "Well, I'd say it was scheduled rather unexpected 
ly. The President of the store called the meeting--let's see--I _ 
received the message early this morning about two a. m." 

"What time do you usually reach your office, Mr. Welles?" 
O'Hara asked. 

“Promptly at eleven-thirty o'clock each morning, except Sa 
days and Sundays, unless an exigency arises} Welles said. 

"Now about your cook, Willie Brown?" Duffy said. "We haven't — 
discussed him yet’ 
O'Hara said, "Yes. Let's get to him. Incidentally, Mr. Welles 


much about Willie. We employed him about two years ago through 


the Standard Employment Agency. He was highly recommended. Other= 
wise--eventhough at the time domestics were hard to get--we would 
have--er secured a different type. He had--" 

O'Hara interrupted. "You mean, you would have hired a white 
cook’ 

Without commenting, Welles went on. "Willie had just been dis 
charged from the Navy. While in the service, of course he pursued | 
his specialty--cooking. Previously, I understand, he had been a 
railroad dining-car chef. He'd worked as well in the best hotels © 
and resorts. We found him most satisfactory’ 

“Okay; O'Hara said. "Do you know Willie Brown's address?" 

"I've his address and telephone number somewhere around the--, 
Let me see now Brown said. "I can't recall the precise addres ; 
There's a private model housing development in the Middle Ward’! 

Shaw said, "There're several such places in the Middle Ward, — 
And still most of the area is a slum. Detective Hill here live 
in one of those developments--The Wallace Thurman Houses” 

"No4 Welles shook his head. "That isn't it. Let's see. Oh yoo. | 
Willie has an apartment in the Benjamin Banneker Houses’ 

Joe said, "All the modern properties built for Negro people 
have some historical significance attached to the names given © 


tOsthen I know the place where I live was named after a Negro 


approval, utter contempt. 
Duffy said, "Benjamin Banneker. Hmmn'! 
"Yes Joe said. "What did he do--if anything?" 


Welles said, "Banneker was an early American Astronnomer al 
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inventor. He was born free’ 

Joe said, "Oh, ah--yes" 

Welles' face flamed red with anger. His eyes spit fire at Joe. 
He said, "You should know that Banneker built the first clock ever 
‘to be constructed in America’! Then he looked away. 

A void occured in the conversation. It lasted about thirty 
seconds, and then O'Hara's tongue bridged the uncomfortable si- 
lence. 

"Undoubtedly you want to inform your family about what's hap- 
pened O'Hara looked at Welles. 

Welles said, "My wife and I both came from Proctor, Vermont, 
Lieutenant. But there's no one there to be notified about this. 
Neither my wife nor I have relatives. My business associates al- 
ready know about the incident’ 

"I suggest} O'Hara said, "you spend a day or two with a friend. 
We've considerable work to do here in your house. We just don't 
want to get under foot. So let us know where we can reach you, 
and--" 

Welles said, "I_ shall be at the Tremont Hotel--here in the 


city? 


JOE AND SHAW WENT into the kitchen to have a talk with the 
maid, Alice Crawfor@. Down to the most minute gadget in sight, 
the kitchen continued the illustrated department store motif in 
the Welles residence. And Miss Crawford herself might just as 
well have been the perfect female domestic so often portrayed 
in such a commercial institution's "better" advertisements A- 
bout thirty years old, she managed simultaneously to be attrac- 


tive and sexless. She spoke with a trace of an English accent. 


sear BOR LS — : 


It hadn't a cockney sound though. Its flavor appeared to stem 


out of a distant but lingering contact of Britian rovehcials 


With their London "betters! 

"Ohi" she exclaimed, "I really can't imagin~ why Willie hasn't 
come to work today. Willie, to my knowledge, has never been guilt; 
before of a thing like this--staying away. I do hope nothing's 
wrong with Willie 

“What could be wrong with him?" Shaw asked. 

"That's just it, sir} she replied. "What could be wrong with 
him?" 

Joe said, "Just what kind of fellow is Willie Brown?” 


"He was one to mind his own business and not interfer with 


that which didn't concern him} Alice Crawford said. "Of course, 
I'm speaking about what went on back here. If you don't mind, I' 
just not say one thing about what went on between Willie and thes 
I suppose it was all right! 

Shaw said, "We don't want you to say one wrong thing, lady. 
Not us. But--just who didn't like who in this house?" 

"Willie was independent, you know} Alice Crawford said. "and 
they--well, they never talked before us back here. Oh! I really 
don't know how to express my impréssion of the situation, if you — 
please, sir. I really don't. It was--well,as if they and Willie — 
were--were-—" y 5 

"Were what?" Joe asked. : 

Alice Crawford said, "I was here--oh a long, long time before _ 


Willie came on as cook. And they were so very, ery exclusive, 


expecting me, sir. and I happened to peep in the pevineen soa 


Now maybe I didn't see it clearly. But--" 
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"Yeah?" Shaw said. "What didn't you see so clear?" 
y 


"They and Willie were all sitting down. But not chummy-like. 


And not like Willie was getting the sack. More like it was busi- 
ness that made them all do that. Only Willie was doing the talk- 
ing! 

"What was he saying?" Joe asked. 

Alice Crawford said, "I really don't know. Willie would never 
give in to my hints to talk about it. And oh, please, this: Willie 
seemed to be very well educated; not at all like the colored peo- 
ple are supposed to be" 

"How many colored people do you know?" Shaw asked. 

"To tell you the truth, sir} Alice Crawford said, "I don't 
know very many" 

Shaw said, "Name the ones you do know! 

“I do believe, sir, now that I think about it, I know only 
Willie! Alice Crawford said. "That is} she added, "to speak to? 

"How'd you and the Welleses get along?” Shaw asked. 

"Wonderfully well!" Alice Crawford said. "They never gave 
parties. They often went out to dinner--but only to restaurants 

` and such places! 

"You have a key to the house?" Shaw asked. 

"Yes sir--to the back door! 

"Did Willie Brown have a key too?" shaw said. 

"Yes sir! 

"Who else had . keys to this house--beside the Welleses, of 
éourse, and you and Willie?” 


"Oh, no one else, sir! 


JOE AND SHAW DIDN'T linger long in the kitchen. Willie Brown, 


ve i 


mees. 


not Alice Crawford, was their investigatory subject, They left 
the house and got in Shaw's car. As they drove away Joe called 


Shaw's attention to the Venetian blinds at the Welles*- windows 


The two detectives were soon im Oldhaven's Middle Ward where 
most lawns were provided by the City. The community's citizenry 
called such green spots public parks. When they got to the Benja- 
min Banneker Houses, they went straight to one of the several 
"special policemen" employed by the model property's management 
and secured from him the directions to Willie Brown's house-unit 
and apartment number. They didn't ring Brown's downstairs bell. 
Instead, they walked up five flights of stairs and knocked on 
Brown's apartment door--but not without care to have their right 
hands ready in case the need arose to use their guns. 

Their knocking brought no response. 7 

Joe remained beside the door while Shaw again sought the "spe- 
cial policeman" to secure a pass-key. Shortly, they made a cau- 
tious entrance--and found not a single soul inside the apartment's 
tiny foyer or living-room or bedroom or kitchenette or bathroom 
to bid them welcome. 

They found Brown's apartment clean, orderly——and revealing. It 
revealed the presence of a man's clothing in considertble quantity! 
as well as the presence of several pieces of hand-luggage. Shaw 
immediately went down to the basement; when he returned he told 
Joe that Brown's bin there contained two trunks. Shaw also said 
the bin had been locked, the trunks unlocked, and that the trunks 
contained clothings-The detectives thereupon agreed Brown was hi 
ly away on an extended visit. 


The apartment also disclosed Brown to be a bachelor——with fem- 


inine affiliations. In his bedroom closet were four dresses, a 


housecoat, several pieces of lingerie, and an apron. 


Joe and Shaw concluded Brown to be an indulgent reader, for 


his living-room's walls had been transformed into ceiling-high- 
completely filled bookstacks. A flat-top desk made disclosures 
too. In a single drawer there were two significant items: a wad 
of currency to the amount of three hundred dollars; and a bank 
book showing fifteen years of deposits and a ten thousand dollar 
balance. On top of the desk, in addition to accessories and a tel- 
ephone, were two more interesting items: a large reference text- 
book; and a photograph bearing the inscription--"Willie? 

The photograph interested Shaw. "Brother Brown} he said, "had 
sex-appeal--& la Hollywood. See?" 

A "color" portrait, it imaged a man with soft, curly, black 
hair, ruddy tan skin, brown eyes, and regular, sensitive features. 

“Joe said, "Lots of goodlooking Negro men like that around’! 

Shaw said, "Only you don't see ‘em in pictures. Why not?" 

"A tabu. The Hollywood code, I understand, doesn't permit itt 

"There's Lena Horne} Shaw said. "She's on the sereen! 

Joe said, "Change her sex to male. Change her first name to 
Lenard. Keep the good looks. Off the screen! 

Shaw said, "Does a Negro guy in pictures have to be the regula- 
tion Sambo type--all the time?" ` s 


Joe gestured around the room, at the books. "I wonder if Brom 


had a particular interest in America's controversial and perennial 
subject--the Negro Question? He certainly has a comprehensive cooky 
lection of stuff--non-fiction, fiction, and Standard reference 
texts--about Negro people: by white and Negro authors alike! 
Shaw said, "Know anything about this big book he has here on 
the desk?" 
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Joe nodded. "To students of the Negro Question--it happens to 


be indispensable’ 
The volume was nine and three quarter inches by eleven and 
three quarter inches by two inches. Shaw flipped open its cover 


to the title page; and, aloud, read,""NZGRO POPULATION 1799-1915. 


Rogers, Di- 


Department Of Commerce. Bureau Of The Census, Sam. 
rector. Washington, Government Printing Office, 1918"! 

"He has a book-marker stuck between the pages} Joe said. "Take 
a look, see what the interest was" 


Shaw turned the 


ages; said, "The stuff at the top of colum 
the percen- 
tage mulatto in the population of each of the 96 cities having in 


two on page 214 is underlined--says: 


"Table 15 


1910 a Negro population of 5,000 or more. In 28 of these cities—— 


one of the cities listed in Table 14 in which mulattoes constitu- 
ted one-half or more of the Negro population.’ 


"That's all that's underlined here} Shaw continued, "Make sense 


to you? This is talking about something back in 1910" 

"That's the point Joe said. "You take 1910. Then you take the 
present—-after you carefully consider what's happened between that 
decade andithe présettt, 

"I don't get it! Shaw said, "So let's skip it--for now. What's 
more we'd better telephone 2 report in on how things stand in con- 
nection with Brown’ 

"That's the very play" Joe said. 


Shaw called Headquarters; Lieutenant O'Hara and Inspector Di 


ee. o ee ee” eee OS eee ee 


Ba: 


were still at the Welles residence, so Shaw called there. When 
he cradled the "phone, he told Joe: 

"You and me are to be in Chief Belden's office for a confer— 
ence on this case at six o'clock’ 

Joe glanced at his wrist-watch. "It's two o'clock now. What 
do we do in the meantime?" 

"You stay here—just in case Brown shows} Shaw said, "That is: 
until you're relieved in about forty minutes by a guy from my out- 
fit. Then squeeze Brown's neighbors for information" 

"Okay"! 

"Meanwhile I play errand boy} Shaw said. "I'm to visit that 
Standard Employment Agency and the bank. Also, I got to do some- 
thing Bilbo will just love’ 

"The woman's clothes in the closet?" a 

"Yeah} Shaw said. "I got to take ‘em and see if they'll match 
either Mrs, Martha Welles or Alice Crawford’ 


doe said, "I think the clothes will get you one big blank’ 


AFTER SHAW LEFT THE apartment, Joe did some more looking around 
There was a portable typewriter beside the living-room desk. He'd 
already looked at it with his eyes. Now he examined the machine 
with his mind. 

He decided that there was a connection between the typewriter 
and Brown's books. 

However, he was unable to find the link with which to establish 
that connection, When he had searched every place in the apartment 
where that link was likely to be found, Joe concluded that it was 
not on the premises. à 


A member of the Homicide Squad arrived. Joe left the apartment 


He went down to the basement to have a look in the missing cook's 
storage-bin. He didn't find the link between the typewriter and 
the books there either. So he began ringing doorbells. The infor- | 
mation he got about Brown was curiously consistent--but exceeding- 
ly puny in quantity. The cook's neighbors said that he was "friend 


ly", "quiet", "educated! WMoreover,othey sgemed td be ‘suddenlyrsuz 


prised at being unable to connect him with women; consequently, 


Joe decided that Willie Brown was also "discreet? 


JOE ENTERED HEADQUARTERS AT five-thirty--a half hour before 
time for the conference on the case in Chief Belden's office. He 
went up to the fifth floor quarters of the Identification Squad. 
Shaw was just coming out of the door. 

"Beat you to it} Shaw said, grinning. 

“Hmmn-huh. So I see! 

"I thought you'd remember} Shaw said, "that Welles told us 
Brown had been in the Navy’! ; 

"Well, what did Washington tell Identification?" 

“The 'I' boys didn't get their request off to Washington until 
late. However, by 'phone they learned that Brown was born in Greer 
ville, South Carolina; that he enlisted in the Navy; and that he' 
a graduate of that big Negro university in Washington, D. 0." 

"That would be Howard University} Joe said. 

Shaw said, "I didn't get anything material at the bank, Accord- 
ing to the management of the Standard Employment agency, Brown is. 
the only Negro on their lists. He's rated as a sort of culinary, 
artist, known far and wide by all the big shots in the hotel and 
resort business. I got the idea that Welles had insulted standar 


by being reluctant to hire Brown because of the guy's race! 
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"I see. What else?" 


Shaw either Mrs. Welles 


s grin was a wide one. "Like you said—-r 


nor Alice Crawford matched those clothes’ 


JOE DID MORE LISTENING than talking at the conference in Chief 
Belden's office. He'd been relieved from making a written report 
in connection with the missing cook, Shaw had assumed and dis- 
charged that task. Belden—his desk littered with the case's re- 
ports and photographs—-presided at the meeting. Among those pres- 
ent were Inspector Duffy, Lieutenant O'Hara, Dr. Winston; and the 
two department store experts, Detectives Burnett and MacDonald. 

Belden opened the confab. "Dr. Winston he said, "you and your 
assistants did a fast P. M. Now put the results in English, huh?" 

"Very well} Winston said. "The bang with the wrench on the 
back of the head killed the woman. I'd say death occured this mor: 
ing between seven and nine. Mrs. Welles had had two operations. 
One was an appendectomy which left a sizable keloid--that's a 
rather large scar tissue you seldom see on Caucasions, The other 
operation showed she'd had her Fallopian tubes cut and neatly tied 
off,. rehdéring:hersterile?- That's all’. 

Belden looked at O'Hara; said, "This is your case, Lieutenant! 

O'Hara said, "Hmmn-huh. And lots of things don't add up. For 


instance- 


the police up in Proctor, Vermont, say they can't find 
any record of either Welles or his wife ever having lived there or 
around there. We went over the Welles house with a fine-tooth 
comb. We didn't find even a single lettet to show the Welleses 
had any family! 

"Both may be orphans} Belden said. "Foundlings perhaps. Maybe 


Welles doesn't want it known he and his wife are foundlings’ 
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O'Hara said, "No letters from friends either, why not?" 
Duffy said, "That may be because both Welles and his wife made 


the Commerce Square Department store the core of their lives. Mr. 


Welles got a job there as a carrier boy when he was sixteen years 
old. A year later, Mrs. Welles who was then Martha Welbourne got 
a job there as a salesgirl. Both worked hard, rose fast. Today, 
Welles is rated as one of the best SEREEN executives in the 
business 

Belden said, "I see from the reports he knew how to make in= 
vestments in department stores. He and his wife both bought stock 
in a great many stores throughout the country. He's worth about a 
ial ?—uillion, Bhoihas WeqUantanailli oni haw oginame® 

OlHara said, "The Welles never entertained at home. When they 
entertained elsewhere, it was for business purposes. No close ac- | 
quaintances. Why not?" 

Belden said, "What about this man--the neighbor--Waverly?" 

"He did bow--he thought--to Mrs. Welles when he thought she 
was at the window- saying goodbye to Mr. Welles this morning} 0'= 
Hara said. "He isn't sure, though, he actually saw Mrs. Welles! 

Duffy said, "Welles didn't play around with women, Mrs. Welles 
didn't play around with men. What they did, they did together. 
Mostly, they went to hotels, resorts—fasionable, exclusive places 
--and to the theater and concerts? 

Belden said, "All right. This Alice Crawford?" 

"Born in England} O'Hara said. "She's a citizen. She lives with 
three other female domestics in a modest apartment" 

"Now, the cook, Willie Brown?" Chief Belden said. 

O'Hara shrugged his shoulders. "Brown?" he said. "He's missing, 


So he's the most likely suspect we have’ 


nodded. "Hmmn-huh. But--if he killed Mrs. Welles--why 


it?" 


shrugged 


in. "Blackmail may have been his angle" 

Belden said, "No one broke into the house and killed Mrs. 
Welles. What do you think of the idea that Mrs. Welles admitted 
the murderer to the house this morning?" 

Inspector Duffy said, "I don't think much of that idea’ 

"Willie Brown} the Chief said, "had a woman. She visited Brown 
in his apartment. It wasn't Alice Crawford. It wasn't Mrs. Welles. 
So it was an unknown. Now. Is she important?" 

Joe said, "What she knows is important" 

Belden looked at Joe. "Would she know where Willie Brown is?" 


"I doubt it} Joe said. 


Belden leaned back in his chair. "One of three people} he said, 
"killed Mrs. Martha Welles. Hither Alice Crawford. Or John Welles. 
Or Willie Brown’ 

O'Hara said, "We've got a warrant out for Brown’ 

Belden said, "Lieutenant, until you find Brown--keep somebody 


in his apartment ‘round the clock! 


JOE WENT HOME. SHAW went back to Brown's apartment to relieve 
the man there. At two o'clock next morning, Joe knocked on the 
door of Brown's apartment to relieve Shaw. 

"This could go on--indefinitely} Shaw said. 

Joe shook his head. "I don't think so} he told Shaw. 

Shaw gave Joe a long, searching look. "You've got an angle. 
What is it, Joe?" 

"I could be wrong} Joe replied. "I don't want to make a damn 


fool out of myself! 


Shaw grinned. "Do you think the rest of us missed your angle?" | 

Joe shrugged; said, "Look, fellow. We'd better put out this 
light we've got on in here. As a matter of fact, we shouldn't 
have switched it on! 

Shaw said, "Keep your gun handy’ 

He left the apartment, and Joe switched off the light and sat 
down in the chair his colleague had just vacated. The Benjamin 
Banneker Houses, like all modern model housing developments, had | 
no aparttentsback doors or fire-escapes. So the only way into 
Brown's fifth floor apartment--save by some form of ladder--was 
by the hall door. The'chair Joe occupied was placed just inside 
the bedroom where he could observe the apartment's tiny foyer. 

Time passed. Joe smoked cigarettes and waited. That was all he 
could do until daylight--smoke cigarettes and wait. He had to T 
care, moreover, to wave the smoke toward an.open.window--so the _ 
scent of the cigarette wouldn't be a warning to someone who might — 
attempt to slip through the hall door. 

If someone attempted to slip through the hall door, 

The dark both inside and outside the building was pregnant 
with silence. Occasionally, the vibrant sound of a passing auto- 
mobile disturbed the stillness. Joe didn't have to fight sleep. 
He wasn't sleepy. He didn't think about the Martha Welles murder 
case. He'd already thought about it. He just waited. For what he 
knew would happen--now, or another night. oui 

Then--it happened. 

He didn't hear the footsteps coming to the door. He did hear 
the key being slowly and carefully inserted in the lock. 

He made his move--carefully, noiselessly. All he did was to 


get up out of the chair and take up a position behind the open 
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bedroom doors with his gun out and ready. He could tell the in- 


truder was a woman--by her footsteps in the foyer, and by the sud- 


den faint scent of perfume. She came straight into the bedroom and 
reached for the light switch--as if she knew where it was. The 
ceiling light flared up. The woman started for the éloset. 

Joe's voice was soft, casual. He didn't want the woman to 
scream. He said, "Stop where you are. Drop your handbag! 

The woman didn't scream and she did what she'd been told to do. 

"Put your hands over your head. Keep them there. Walk away from 
the bag’ Again the woman followed order Joe picked up the bag 
and hung it by its straps over his gun arm, Next he approached 
the woman from behind. With his left hand he felt her body, Took- 
ing for a knife or a gun. He found neither. The woman's body was 
soft and warm. 

Joe said, "Now go ahead of me and switch on the living-room 
ceiling light? 

Walking into the living-room, the woman said, "I suppose you're 
a policeman’ 

"I am. Detective Joe Hill. Central Bureau’ 

In the living-room, Joe gestured at a sofa. The woman sat down 
on the sofa, Joe put away his gun, sat down across the room in a 
chair, opened the woman's handbag and took out a combination bill 
fold and identification case. He found a driver's license, a 
social security number, and a filled-in identification card, 

He looked at the woman. 

Her clothes were good, stylish. Her hair was soft, black, Her 
skin was amber. She had brown eyes, a red mouth, and strikingly 
regular features, The driver's license said she was thirty-five. 


She had the lush breasts, hips and legs of a twenty-year-old girl, 
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Joe said, "You' Mrs. Laura Stokes, You live in New York's 


Harlem. Your husband--who seems to live at another Harlem address 


s! 


--is a physician; Dr. Ralph D. St 
The woman wet her lips, nodded her head; said, "What are you 
to do with me?" 


Willie Brown?" 


"I don't know? 
"What did you come here for--the clothes?" 


"Yess 


"How long have you been Brown's mistress?" 


Mrs. Stokes s. 


said, "I'm glad you're a Negro policeman! 

"Why? Because I might be able to figure your angle and give 
you a break?" 

"Yes! 

"Hamn. Well?" 

"It was in the night papers and on the radio’ Mrs. Stokes said. 
"I hoped the police wouldn't be here! 
"Go ony > 

"Willie and I started going together when we were in our 'teens. 
We both came from Greenville, South Carolina. We got serious about 
us while we were students at Howard University! 

"When did you start sleeping together?" 

"A week before I got married’ 

"and ever since?" 

"I love him’ 

"Dr. Stokes?" 

The woman's lips curled. "Do you know Negroes? Or just think 
you know 'em?" a 


Joe smiled; said, "I'll paint you a picture, Willie Brown didn" 


want to be a doctor or a dentist or a lawyer. Your fa 


nily--perhaps 


his too--wasn't interested in anything else he might want to be. 
What mattered to your family was your marrying a professional man. 
Right?" 

"Right. I guess you know enough about Negroes! 


Go on} Joe said. 


"Ralph, my husband} the woman said, "is twenty years older 
than I am. He got his degree in medicine. With that, he got the 
rest of the things his kind of Negro really wants—the brown skin 
girl, a load of property, the cars, and the social prestige among 
Negro people that matters. He hasn't looked inside of a text book 
or read, a complete article in a medical journal since the day he 
got his license to practice! 

"Chippy chaser?" 

"He thinks he's the king of sepia chippy chasers" 


Joe chuckled. "I suppose he's a NAACP member, contributes to 


the Urban League, attends all the Negro physicians’ organizations" 
conventions, thinks he's a top ‘race leader', never misses a for- 
mal dance this side of Washington and as far west as L. A., and 


votes the Republican ticket--in memory of Lincoln! 


"That's my husbani 
"What about your world?" 


"I have two sons--one by Ralph; one by Willie—-and a good job. 


H 


want to protect’ my children and the job. I'ma supervisor in a 


Slet's call it a social service welfare bureau?" 


"You're assuming I'm going to give you a break" 


"Pleas 


the woman said, "let me wish you'll be human’ 
"Willie Brown} Joe said, “was writing a book--about Negroes. 


Where's the manuscript?" 


Mrs. Stokes 


id, "I have it. We've nearly finished it. It's 
a tract on the Negro caste system. Willie—" 

The ‘phone rang. Both Joe and Mrs. Stokes jumped. When Joe 
picked up the 'phone, his "hello?" was cautiowls. It was Lieutenant 
O'Hara. 

"The State Troopers have found Willie Brown for us} O'Hara 
said. "One of their highway patrols went out to look for him, fol- 
lowing a 'phone call from a pair of lovers who'd pulled off the 
road about ten miles out to do some smooéhing, Brown was laying 
in a gulley. The back of his head had been knocked in. Murder? 

Joe said, "I thought it would be that way. Have you brought in 
John Welles yet?" 

“If Welles is our man} O'Hara said, "what's his motive?" 

"He's our man all right} Joe said. "If you have him at Head- 


quarters when I get there--well, by then I'll have his motive’ 


JOE TOLD MRS, LAURA Stokes what had happened to Willie Brown 
„in simple, direct language. The news didn't send her into hyster- 
ics. But her tears were very wet and very much from her heart. It 
was twenty minutes before she stopped sobbing. J 
"About that booky Joe said. “It'll take a rather extensive aca- 
demic background to make it authoritative’! 
"I can supply that the woman said. "I have a masters and a 
doctorate in-socidlogy fromColumbia University" 
“What did Brown have?" Joe asked. 4 
"The imagination, the ability to organize the material--and 
the gumption-to face the fact that caste among American Negroes 
is a key factor in this country's political, economic and social 


bloodstream? f 


“When white p e fina: that out} Joe said, "time will be 


pretty damn late. Now tell me what you know about Brown's family. 
I'm particularly interested in who his mother was. I'd like to 
know, too, if she had any brothers and sisters? 

"His mother is Ella Welbourne Brown. She lives in Chicago. She 


has two bro 


rs John and George Wielbourne. Now, I suppose you can 
figure from there?" 

"Where do the Welbourne brothers live?" 

"Both moved from Greenville to Chicago during World War IY 

"Okay. Now let's go get in your cer! 

When they were in the car the woman had parked near the en- 
trance to Brown's house-unit, Joe pointed out the way to Head- 
quarters. A block away from there, he told the woman to stop the 
car. 

Joe got out; said, "Your place in Harlem is sbout an hour and 
half distance from here’ i 

"Thanks! 

"Finish that book, huh? And get it published’ 

"I will’ 

"One more question. Where'd Brown get enough money to save up 
ten thousand buck?" 

"Willie had two vices--me and gambling. As a gambler, he was 


consistently ‘lucky! 


"Get going!" 


The car drove away. 


JOB WENT STRAIGHT TO Chief Belden's office. awaiting him were 
Chief Belden, Inspector Duffy, Lieutenant O'Hara, Shaw--and John 
Welles. 


d, "there he is He nodded at Welles. 
Joe looked at Welles; said, "Which one of the Welbournes was 


your father--John or George?" 


Welles said, "I don't know what you mean" 


"Willie Br 's mother was Ella 


Welbourne. One of her brothers 


was your father, The other of her brothers was your wife's father 


You married your first cousin’ 


O'Hara said, "Wouldn't that make Willie Brown his first cousin 


too?" 


said anything for a long time. Welles just stared at 
Joe; Joe and everyone else in the room stared at Welles, 

After a while Welles looked at Chief Belden; said, "I'll make 
a deal! 

Belden looked at Joe; said, "I've heard about this sort of =i 


thing--read about it. How often does it 


ippen?" 
Welles said, "Can't we make a deal?" 


Looking at Belden, Joe said, "I've seen it happeriag--lots of 


times. I always wanted to know one thing--how it ended! 

O'Hara said, "Joe, there had to be a point when you began to 
suspect this. At what point did you begin to suspect?" 

Joe said, "When you and I and Shaw were in his living-room, 
You and Shaw were talking about his reaotions when he went into 
the bedroom with us and looked at his wife. You said his wife 
meant’a lot to him. But he bottled up his emotions and put the 
stopper in--like doing that was his religion. That was when I be- 


to suspect. His kind would react—in exactly that fashion’ 


Shaw said, "Yeah. and then you made that crack about not knowin 
who and what Benjamin Benneker was, huh?" 


O'Hara said, "And you did know who Banneker was 


Welles said, "There won't have to be a tri and-—and the pub- 
licity as a result of the testimony--if I plead guilty! 

Chief Belden said, "You can't plead guilty to murder. In this 
state, you have to stand trial for murder} 


"It'll be a matter of indictment} Welles said, "Some degree of 


slaughter. I'll plead guilty to some degree of manslaughter! 

O'Hara said, "His wife's maiden name was Welbourne!! 

"Was Willie Brown going to talk about it? Tell it? Blackmail 
this guy and his wife?" Inspector Duffy said. 

Joe said, "I doubt it! He looked at Welles. 

Welles said, "It wasn't that way. I'll tell you exactly how 
it was--if we can make a deal. Please, A deal--so it won't be 
spread about--spread all over the papers. Those nigger papers 
will-—" 

Joe said, "You sonofa--" 


Welles said, "I meant the Negro--the colored. apers., That's 


what I meant to say" 


Chief Belden said, "We don't use that word--that other word-— 


around here!" 

Welles said, "Oh. Excuse me" 

Joe looked at O'Hara. "Lieutenant} he said, "I'd like to have 
those woman's clothes we found in Brown's apartment! 

O'Hara said, "So she showed tonight, huh? Somebody you know?" 

Joe shook his head, "No, But I like her. She'll get messed up 
plenty--if we drag her in! 

Welles said, "It was this way. Willie came back from the Navy. 
We needed a cook. The Standard Employment Agency sent him to us. 
It was a long time. But he recognized us. He'd tell us about our 


people, our family. We were living in a vacuum, I wanted to go 


on that way. You see, Martha and I had cut ourselves off fri 
family. Entirely. We'd even fixed it so there'd be no children. 
Then Martha got curious. She wanted to see our people. Just once, 
she said. But I knew it would be again and again. So--" 

He stopped talking, spread his arms wide; then let them flop 
hard against his sides. 

Joe said, "Then you got Willie to go driving with you. And 
killed him? 

Welles said, "We were in my car. I slowed it--said I thought 
we had a rear flat. Willie got out with me to look at the flat, 
That was Sunday night. There wasn't any flat. It was something 
I'd planned. Martha didn't know. I hit him with a rock--while he | 
bent down in the dark to look at the tire. Then I went home and 


told ilartha. I told her that the first person in years who'd--. 


What I told her made her all the more determined to see the fami- 
ay 8 didn't want to kill Martha. I didn't want to. I had to!" 
O'Hara said, "If it's all right with Chief Belden, Joe, you 
can give that woman--whoever she is--her clothes" 
Belden said, "It's suppressing evidence. But-—-. Okay, we'll 
let her have her clothes. She must be kind of all right! 
Weiles said, "You'll do that for Willie's woman? Willie was ` 


just a cook. Look! I'm a white man. Willie was a--a-—" 


